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Mdii and Jire did ihe resl. 

i. 

^ . . and in the hay. 

ihe conirete iners 

that orue held ap a stage of life, 

now are niarker shrines 

where canneries stood. 
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Epilogue 
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The play is over. 

Tlie eurlain falls. 

'i he iniap^es are p'one, 

Ihit jiLst across a page in Umr 

a lunv show conies to life 

If.s Curtaui Call! 

Tlie stage is set. T/ie props are new. 

A hallet of 'golden tourist lights flash on Cannery Row. 

A new cast of actors take their places 

and listen for their cues . . . 





\hoitt tlie Aulliiii' 

Tmi \V.-Ih-.. ,...11..... .11.. ' I- 

K.l.l.,-Ii:il„ t,aH l..-.-i,.-an'i...ia.am.-r.. ... 

>M1( ht‘ IH w.ir’- (M(t. 
T)ir m{ bis ivivMrtap' l.if MM tm|vMlilrMi tm 

iiin) MKìj:a/iM(> liii> tsnu’lii‘(i on < -.liatuni 

„t -Huriflv tlf Im> intriMrwfil |M( >ii1« tH-. 

nniM>(fr>. ‘r(‘rr<(ri>i> ìmkI livMik(‘r> 11« i> ■< "I’* ';*;' 
in iifM-|i«.J(tH > vulli >ln«n^ fnipluixc .. ll'"’’ 

Wnrbl. I 

W. hcrV M.vrk a> a r«vrr];:n i .nn -fHMiili ril lia- (jk. n 

lnm arMMiiil tht^ w.trM inn. liMit '- Jlc Im- Ii\« «1 v^illi 

hrM.llMinl.’O. pllMt«>p.lf-lMnl hl- MIVTI .imbii>h 111 lli. 

Nnilli 1^1. jIk mii.I « M((‘tk ( ■ifrt. l incal in l/iM’kiMan 
ll«- .ìl.x' vvorkf.l ii> *i « MMiini-r. i.il h'lM riTMri atu! 

-IfVi .lMrr «ni llif .Nm Kran. i>« ii viatfHnMil. 
Ilr maitil nii- hi- --liiiJiM an«l Jir nl.jiiai1« i- «ni ' .in* 

nrn H«(w vvtifir hi‘ 1m> Im fTi .|m. uin«nlinii lh« >lit*«‘1 

>iiH «‘ lli«- StfMihr. k f i.i- 

f^^*ninnlif*riJor 

(her tl,,- vear,. I interview,-,l „.veral Tm,i. 

flr.-,l fia,ernter,. ,-a„n,-rv w„rk,'r» ar.,| .-an. 

t..-ry „w,ier.. Kx.-epi r„r mv writt.-n rmles. 

lt.<-v are m„>lly [,a»t r,-.-all. But th.-re werr 

a lew [ nev.-r „f them wa- "J.k-." 

I wa,- talkiri}; wiil, the „w,t,.r „f a c ann.-rv 
when an ol.l man -hiiffl,-,! inl„ the „|fi, e 
and sU)(hÌ >tarinfc at mp, 

"Here'., ju^l the ntan y„u shuulri lalk l,,." ihe 

ranner ^airi. Jc»- ha.-' fieeii anjun.l here 

Irum the heainnmp of time. U, ,jn. J,«-. lell 
hini h,.w „|,J vfjij artf . , r 

**/ m 92/ Jtn* satd. 

eyes surprised 

itke he heurd his age 

for ike Jirst Itme, 

ffis ti ords uere tpiir't 

Itke \fonìerey fijg^ 

ffe uas thia (ls a troiling spar. 

arms hung taui 

as troiling Imes. 

u iih a leaden uetghi 

of uasted ìears 

in each hand. 

Harsh u inds^ biirning sun 

and snioldering dreams 

charred Hls face. 

Bui his Jingefs uere sttil mmòie 

Jor mending nets: 

‘7 go doun to the hay etery day 

to make sure ike boats are sitU tkerer 

Tke canner tapped his forekead: 

Voe u as one of my kesi Jishermen, 

iost kis son tn the uur 

Been a litile qff eter sime. 

Sometimes he siis dou n there on ihe diuk 

und laiks to a seugulir 

''Someiimes I taik to a seaguÌC suid. 
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Here they are, 

itnages of olcl Monterey . . . 

splinlers and refleetions from ihe past, 

eanneries washed in piehald grays 

hy moody suns and harried rains, 

ihe w(K)d marred sofl hy fìailing sands, 

clawed raw hy lalons of w ild sea water 

and aged hy c*old w inds 

ihat slìook the rafters loose from shivering. 

Prologue 

I ran to hold these images 

hefore they left no traee at all. 

FUit you ean't grah mueh from running time . . . 

perhaps the tune of a wistful song 

or stories tlireadhare from retelling 

and always the cold hlaek numhers 

tliat loc’k the feats and failures of vesterday 

in tomhstone graplis. 

These are for the eatehing. 

Bul not the shrieking shafts of eanneiy whistles 

lM)uneing off the hlaek-night fog 

ealling c'annery workers: 

‘To work, to work, 

the fleet is in. 

It’s hetter to work ihan slc‘ep.” 

1 hat sound will not corne again. 

Nor w'ill the sudclcm splash of lernon lights 

from claphoard winciows in hurnhle hornes 

where cannery workers yawnc-d thernselves awake 

and ran to snateh 

another cJay, another pay,’ 

a erust of rnorning hreacl, 

ihe moan of evc^nirig love . 

ancl ali the living iri hetween. 

You eoulcl not eapture thc^se, 

nor the sighs ancl grunls 

ancl sounds of rniriglc‘d moocls 

and firofanity in a clozen torigues. 

\X ho knows where they all eaine frorn, 

Portugal, Italy, China. Spain . . .? 

W ho knows what all they talked ahcjut 

while they cleaned and eannecl 

and hoiled sarcliries? 

Orie clay the whistles clidn't hlow. 

*‘The frsh are gone,” the canner saicl 

and hurigr> workers 

turned their hopes to other trades 

in olher places 

and tcK)k away the warmlh 

of their sirn()le people noise. 

All gone, now, 

and the old lishermen wilh calloused hands 

frorn pulling line arid rnencling nets . . . 

and the creaking sighs of restless wchhI 

in the arigr> hlasl of sc|uallirig riights . . . 

aricl the ever hagglirig seagulls 

dragging slririgs of frsh gul froni the hay. 

Coing, too, are the few wlio remernher. 

Ilere iheri, are these iniages 

frorn the lirnc‘ ol other rnen 

who carne ancl huill arid frslied the waters 

arid thought their drearii woulcl he “forever." 

Ilere is their “forever” now: 

Ihe roltirig plariks ancl doorless doors 

and window sashes wilh glassless holes 

thal suc kecl in tor rerits of wiriler rairi 

aricl c'allecl c‘ac'h log like a reckless lover*. 

Ancl in ihe hay, the coricrete piers 

Ihal onee helcl up a stage of life, 

now are niai'ker shriries 

where eanrieries sIockI. 

l'oM Wkbkk 

Monterey, Cnlifornia 
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c-atrh and 
’h^re they aii canie from 

<-an and pach mrdines? 
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They lived in humhie honws, 

tied their dreams 

' to the tail of a silver fish . . . 



,(> (lay hotsK’d anipl^ K(t. 

u> sHnn-Jish urir all ascd ap ■ • • 



I (iiinf’r\ n tiisllfs (in 



Fishrrnien rig^cd ikcir honts 

for other Jish . . . 

U) troii ... 
or drag the hotloni 
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1 hey are hunting still . 



In the Ijiiy, 

(ì feu refìectious froni the fxist 



ivhere otters 

dozed 

in cozy cfidlts 

of tangled kelp 

wìdle / ran to catch these ìmages 

before they left no traee at ali . - . 



rwity shovel, a Uule hdne, 

nels to raise and dork the cateii 



Itl/! 

A fiimsy shed to biitcher the fish 





('Jììncse niurdls 

flif (inclior (fj (I saUing shif). 
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T%r^ m¥fr tinstmmrt ttitti /nfiyu, 

/%irti iiAiim, 

iiW nifi nmi, 

^f^rnmà tmU tmmx ,,, 
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Tiiev madr flirir /nnnr. 

in ihr Jr.slrrin^ fuilk.s. 



fl^ m int\ lith 
iVif *krmm «•*• ftimift 



77/0 dof>t 

iiì sluimhles 

(>f ruhhie . . . 

jr 



This mts 

Sfciiiht'ch Itiiii' • ■ • 
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I lic timc af hordeKifs, he<uLs 

(ttul liomesintn kooeh 

store 

4 tirne of the ebbing tide. 

a quiet, brooding time . . . 
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Dowri in the hay, 

ific rr^stlf’-ss hirds 

recalled the feast 

(f hetter years. 



Tiìc nfrnutninf snl 

in inonrninii hlnck . ■ . 



ì45 quìetly as they came^ —- 

the actors lejì the stage. 

The desolate street ' ' 

took a titm for the wor^. 

In the squalling storms 

of a tvinters' night 

you could hear the retching moans 

of the dying hulks. 



(Uile wim/s took 

whoi liw lulf^.'i J'orftot 


